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Another affair ended 

Shame to end it - we were close.
Now closed, that's just the way it goes.
Another book I can't dispose.

The many nights - the puffy eyes
and poor excuses improvised.
The flashlight is now free to die.

The book is done - a sweet affair. 
Seduction's best when unaware.




I fell in love

I fell in love, but only once - 
since then I've learned to look.
To take account of every shun,
to keep in mind what each fall took.
I've come to say that Love's a crook.

Am I enough? The tender crook
has laid me bare to blame.
See now, the footing I mistook
for sturdy promise was a game.
And snared, I yielded just the same.

I fell in love, and just the same,
it seems I'll fall again.
The days without Love seem mundane - 
I long to see the moment when
my slim resolve will bend.

Eventually the road will bend,
as all roads seem to do.
Until the road repeats Love, then,
I'll watch my step for what is true;
I find I hope for Love anew,
and hope Love hopes it, too.




John Wayne Western

The plot
Guy shoots some drunken sucker dead -
gets smacked up some and fires more lead,
then cue John's bottle to 'is head.
John hauls him out to jail instead.
But he's got friends. The town's in dread.

The girl
The batting lashes. Wily, head-
strong little card-shark mistress said,
"Why, sheriff, I've purfumed my bed.
A night in jail?
My room's less stale."
And in he struts.
In love? Misled?

The fight
The bad guys keep one step ahead -
they're filling extras up with lead
on dusty streets, while John get fed
up, leaves the jail, risks all, bleeds red
and with one shot
(the last he's got)
at last he sees the villain dead.

The end
Justice hung by just a thread.
The girl waits, pats his thoroughbred.
She'll catch his eye -
stagecoach nearby -
attempt "goodbye," and wind up wed.




Cookie?

Peace-making offer, he nudges the plate -
attempting to placate what must seem like hate.
My favorites. I eye them -
well-knowing they're bait.
(Does it matter the kind? When's the last time I ate?
I could use just a something.)
Folding my arms, we both sit back and wait.

The nerve - yes, I'm hungry. This truce is a plot.
If I take one, I'm stuck - bribed, won over and bought.
My favorites. I eye them -
I think they're still hot.
(Does it matter the kind? It's a backhanded shot
and I think I've lost out.)
Still, he humors my silence, though he chuckles a lot.

I took one. I did. And the argument stopped.
Once my stomach stopped growling, my point simply flopped.




Do no read this poem

And see, you're hooked,
you caved, you looked.
Such weathered tricks, and yet it sticks
that men will do what they should not.

The mind's in gear - 
are you still here?
The peak of pique - you had to peek
for wit this poem hasn't got.
They preach 'resist,' but that's all rot.
We look to know, to find, to grow;
you've read on so now you've been caught.




Her own

Please let it be that this dance is myself,
that the night's nearly gone
and we've not even touched.
The music will keep - I'll be back on my shelf
in my own borrowed skin
while expecting to much.

The sorrows behind and the prayers aside,
with my own two bare feet
I will sing to the floor.
There's an unspoken god in the music tonight
who will led beat for beat
to the music I've worn.

Come, love me lonely tonight, love me red.
Whether hearbreak or mend,
every word will be new.
Please let it be that I'm dancing instead,
kept away from the friends 
who would love black and blue.




In the Devil's Defense

Gentlemen and ladies, please,
in light of all publicities
against my client, let me state:
you cannot justify this hate.
TV and films misrepresent
my kindly client as hell-bent
on leaving all behind him dead
(and sources say he's painted red,
or else has horns stuck on his head
or plays with fire). You've been misled:
I ask you, jury, judge, and press,
does this kind sir you see impress
your hearts with fear? But I digress.
Our opposition has no proof
of pitchfork, tail, or cloven hoof;
no proof at all that he's possessed
a single soul - please, be my guest
and search his pockets, briefcase, shoes,
his cell phone bills and state tax dues.
No proof of any evil act
have any found. Now with all tact:
my client has a big event -
would you please have the verdict sent?
He's been called by the President.




Talk awhile

Come talk awhile - the night is young,
and we are young,
and life is soft
around the edges.
Loose your tongue
and speak to me.
It isn't often, honestly,
we cross our separate hedges.

Well and good to sit and stare -
the pot's not going anywhere.
But it won't boil. Not while you're there.
Well and good to turn it up -
the tea bag's sitting in your cup. 

My life is ordered:
Perfect, calm.
Its lines are drawn and walls are straight.
Each time my heart is broken down
I put the shell back in the crate.
It doesn't mend it,
Doesn't heal.

Come talk awhile - I've heard good things.
I've heard good things and done them, too.




Library Walk

The homeless come here just to sit,
or read and rest and smoke a bit.
It's funny, but they know my face;
I pass and smile -
they may smile back.
Their lives turn in a different pace:
the gears have paused or else gone slack.
For smiles to surface takes a while.

The children come here, just to play,
or read and rest and dream away.
It's funny, I was once like those;
I'd find a book -
and disappear,
the printed page abduct my nose.
How many homeless, too, once took
the time to be like children here?




Tolstoy's aunt learns a lesson

A certain Tolstoy wouldn't eat
a solitary scrap of meat.
His aunt found this unstable.

She asked if he would be so sweet
to spare the greens and beans and beets
and serve fowl, were he able.

That night, a hen was in her seat,
and cleaver on the table.

[Poet's note: Leo Tolstoy, a vegetarian, once brought a live chicken to the table to consent to a guest's request for poultry/meat]




Last lessons of the dance instructor

1.
Head up, dears, the art is finding
art for art's sake 'mid the binding
tempo, tempo, all unwinding,
while you dance. Revolt, and fly.
Capture movement, Earth has tied you
to itself. Head up! Decide you
will not heed tunes that misguide you.
Let your motions tell you why.
Earth desires you. Find the sky.

2.
Back straight, now. Be queenly, kingly.
Though strength may be weakening we
cannot break, for menacingly
time devours you, if you yield.
Find the tempo, tempo folding,
pleasure those who are beholding.
Gravity is always scolding,
beauty, then, must be your shield -
center stage, your battlefield.

3.
Eyes inward - disregard the staring,
longing eyes, the soft despairing.
It is discipline's red herring,
ammunition made of pride.
Tempo, tempo, mem'ry beats it -
only giving in defeats it.
Lessons fade, but life repeats it:
find the music trapped inside.
Dance to love, to fly, to hide.




Sweet

But not romantic - not at all, 
besides the fact he watched me fall
(again) and while I regained grace
he sweetly put me in my place.
'Colts are wobbly' - all he said,
not noticing my face was red.
My hands were shaky, hair was mussed
(by murder-weapon heel distrust).
But 'colts are wobbly' - graceless, no.
But no one really has to know.




Swim

The closest thing, the closest thing
I have to flying, since the wings
I dreamed of failed to show or grow,
I'm water-bound, imagining.

The clouds are close, the clouds are close,
and follow me in trembling rows.
I'm chilled and long for bluer hues
but gravity denies me those.

I'd never choose, I'd never choose
to tarry here, but skies refuse
to free me from these heavy shoes.
I navigate reflected views.




Flash rain

Tell me, is there something better
than to find the world got wetter,
wetter, while you slept in bed or
dozed or nodded off a bit?

Flash of rain - it always wakes me
up, and in a moment takes me,
takes me back before mistakes. We
let the rain wash all of it.

Storm clouds break to make me better.
Safe in bed, I write and sit.




Allergies

Don't mind the ruddy, swollen tears,
the partial deafness in both ears,
the snottiness that's changing gears
from nuisance up to raging.

What's that? Excuse me, yes, the tact
is plainly lacking in the act
of quickly catching each attack
of sneezes I'm engaging.

Just pass the tissue. Look away!
Don't look at me when I'm this way.
The season's just an awful play
my sinuses are staging.




In defense of the gender

We think we know, yet face some doubt
when laying future daydreams out
against the tables.
Mother's fables
quickly form the shape of him.
We think we want, yet find we need
the silly things that age has freed
from Logic's border.
Yet disorder
goads and overrules our whim.
The women watch; the men pursue.
We do what we were born to do;
re-do, replace,
while saving face
for fairy tales that won't keep pace,
while Love's chance meetings all grow slim.




I walk in the dim

I walk in the dim, and my bones rest at evening,
against day-to-day where my might is expressed.
Tonight we will meet where the sunlight is leaning,
and pause while the day is undressed.

I walk in the dim, and I rest on the waters,
not running in havoc like daylight at noon.
Tonight we will meet, kept apart from day's slaughters,
taking solace and heart in the moon.

I walk in the dim, and the dim walks beside me,
easing by as it will, with its threats to bring sleep.
Our road won't run deep as the day's, nor as widely,
But our dim, tender byways will keep.




Simple, Again

There is an ancient, unused path
that greets my feet and meets the sea;
defeats the peat moss crowding down
and with its bend delivers me.
The breeze is slack - too dull to chase -
the gulls cry back and dip a wing:
the crash of waves is governing.

There is an ancient, unused thought
I think while staring past the shore;
my days are caught mid-wave and granted
crash and hiss, and little more.
Just once to strain, to reach terrain
unshaped as yet by my own flow,
to spread and wane before I go.

There is an ancient, unused sky
I used to trust with dreams I had;
these sands are pale, the time is short.
I'm drained of wisdom, slack and sad.
One final, chilling, wave-clad dance,
alone with time and what it gives:
the fate of everyone who lives.




Even the heathen
(A bed-time explanation)

"Even the heathen will clean before serving
their cannibal stew while the night-meal observing.
Once they've washed their faces and sharpened their teeth
(of course, after flossing), they'll gather beneath
all the heads-on-pikes lanterns and kneel for their prayers
and break out the bone bread (and everyone shares).
Then after they've finished the unmentioned meats,
they'll all thank their mothers and push in their seats.
They'll clean up their bedrooms (and floss) and lie down
for brief bed-time tales of the heathen renown.

"See - even the heathen must know when to sleep.
They do homework, too - but that story will keep."




Stem

Pause your footsteps, pause to find
the blooms the sun can earn when kind -
can you walk off and leave behind
what we were meant to taste of?

Pause your footsteps, drop your eyes
to see them staring down the skies
with rooted courage. Each defies
a world that lives without love.

Pause your footsteps, lend an ear
to singing we were meant to hear
and learn and hold and then keep dear.
It's Love they seem to sing of.




The audacity

The pause and recoil, giving in
to too much hope, too little sin -
the thoughts we yield are last to
make effect.

Audacity, to blend with doubts
the longing acts of ins and outs -
affections seen and passed do
not connect.




Water falling down

does he dare another mile?
the distance, though unsure and dim,
may yet afford another smile.
i watch her wait for him.

a slender sunrise lights the road.
we bleed intentions, staying put -
let die the doubt, release the load
as time pursues on foot.

my silent friend, she eases in -
we speak of nothings with a frown
as life moves on from what has been,
like water falling down.




Grin

Sinful, such a smile that spreads
like marmalade. It's turning heads -
I'd better hand out shades or wear a hood, because it's blinding.

They ought to warn of side effects
that grins cause others. Glum defects
are rather dull compared to all the goofy joy I'm finding.




One Hundred

Now that I have reached one hundred,
what has life to do with me?
Now that sparks have left the embers
of one hundred grey Decembers,
I am new! For who remembers
all that I once strove to be.
Now that I have reached one hundred,
Love at once is wrinkle-free.
Though I'm weak and time is fading,
sentiments are still cascading
past, and memories I'm raiding
kindly bear biography.
Life was good and life was trying
but I'm stronger for the crying,
and though I may still fear dying,
these two eyes have cleared to see:
from the trials blossomed me.




Daylight Dreams

Love's become a dream to me:
a subtle wandering thing I keep,
and yet more real than all I see.
I'm captive to a waking sleep.
Love's touch, so close to me in thought;
Love's scents and sounds, so oft replayed,
that my elusive sleep has caught
each daylight dream where Love has stayed.

Love's become a dream to me -
and though I rush to make Love real,
in dreaming Love, I've found the key
to unlock every touch I'd steal.
In freeing them, it's love I feel,
while daylight dreams of Love for me.




"Beautiful"

I've noticed - I have - that the foreign are funny.
Their terms are all mixed and their shames don't exist.
It must be that their homes are too sunny.

I don't trust a word - no, I don't trust a one.
Were he dressed like a prince I'd still doubt him.
Adoration is fine, but it's light as the wind,
and I feel that they've spent too much time in the sun.




Grin and giggle

Rippling little laughters find
my ears, and all around unwind -
we all forget the world's unkind
when infants grin and giggle.

How can I not stop and smile?
There hovers something juvenile.
I pause, remember, breathe awhile
when infants grin and giggle.




'May I?'

April softly queries, 'May I?
'May I drench your days with green?
'Giving briefest Summer glances
'during days that slip between?'
So she does, with hands unseen.

April calmly lengthens, keeping
better brighter months at bay.
'May I?' While the daylight winces
into storms that give delay.
Yet the 'thirty-first' is nearing,
When, at last, we'll say, 'You May.'




Angry Children

What makes the children look so angry? Dimpled fists and power games
Seem unfit for blushing tyrants who can hardly spell their names.

What births the screams and stomping feet? Their gnawing logic forces truce;
They throw their fits and throw their things. We yield, embarrassed, to abuse
Of peachy wrath without a fuse.

They hold the good behavior ransom; pander, squeal, negotiate,
And earn their way like terrorists, while failing yet to earn our hate.




Tired Rhymes

there are rhymes that are born dead in nurseries inside my head
without the wailing or the strife of crumpled sheets in little beds.

there are rhymes that lend to strife by lending nothing, while midwife
and nanny are attending me, the deaths of little rhymes are rife.

there are rhymes not meant to be alive, and though I fail to see
why little tired rhymes are dead, I find they still die beautifully.




Lament: Toward the Stalag

They lied, they lied.
While engines sigh,
their tender whispers, drones subside
to horrid truth in each cramped booth.
These weathered shoes, my only friends.

They lied, they lied,
and now, denied,
our fate is bound to creep and hide.
I saw the children when they cried.
Their cry stings still. Its ache won't end.

I can't recall the scent of fall,
though chill is here and ravens call.
My skin is ash, my god is tall -
his eyes are hate and I must bend.

They lied, they lied.
They lied, and death
is all that hangs on frosted breath.
So far from kind and warm and kept.
Lament for empty prayers we send.




The Museum-Goer

The watching walls have heard the wails before -
laments of longings given up to art.
His eyes soak in the silence of her lore;
his feet are frozen by a raging heart.

The docents know his face but kindly pass.
It seems the portrait is his sole intent.
Museum-goer, lost behind the glass
of painted beauty staring off, content.

The painter loved her, so we're led to think,
and leads the hearts of all who look astray -
as his was led. His trace of oil or ink
has drawn eyes inward.

He could stay all day.
What was her name? Her story? Painted eyes
restrain and lend at turns while he stands glued.
Museum-goer, standing as time flies -
a portrait's colors leave his thoughts imbued,
and watching walls embrace the hearts that brood.




Shakespeare's suicide note

Before I run myself through with a quill,
Or drink my own ink or jump off my sill
(Who cares the cause - I've left a clear-cut will),
Just one last word to those who wished me ill.

You win - you win. I'll paper cut my throat
And leave the world my suicidal note,
The monologue of one old useless goat.
(Though neither old nor goat - it wrimed with 'throat.')

As I survey the sum of my life's deeds,
The paper tyrants' fists and villain's greeds;
Such tragedy and farce - a queen's heart bleeds.
My brilliance is the sort that this world needs...

Well, er - before I'm run through with my quill
(Who as I write wants less and less to kill),
There's not ink left for me to drink my fill...
On second thought, I think I'll spare my sill.




The Difference

Men are timber: cut and dry -
they either tell the truth or lie;
hardy, broad, and jaded.

Watch the women: clustered, pale.
Their lives are gardens that grow stale
unless they're loved before they've faded.
Efforts must be concentrated:
days displace them as they fly.

Men are takers, givers, friends.
They'll play all three before it ends,
and acts are oft belated.

Blink - a woman falls in love.
Her garden spreads, it grows above
the management anticipated.
Til Hope's tender cove is raided,
they will live and give and die
for men whose trees their gardens shaded.




finger paints

i feel art is forever young
and artists gifted perfect sight
to sprawl within the shade unsung
to give a heartbeat tender light

they look and know - therein is strength
they look and feel, and years grow dim
to eyes that love the world at length
two eyes content to give on whim

is art a lie? to those who take
instead of open wide and learn
the art lies in each buried ache
we fail to keep or to discern

the years are trimmed from wiser hearts
the artist siphons his own pains
and youthful hope gives cause and starts
to view our losses as our gains




Cheesy

pick-up artist, smooth and easy,
perfect hair -
go on and stare,
his manner's practiced, dull and breezy.
smarter girls all whisper:

"cheesy!"

how veddy posh, but now i'm queasy,
polished shoes
scream mother's cues,
and well-clipped nails seem somehow greasy.
smarter girls all whisper:

"cheesy!"

king of every girl he sees, he
owns his wants,
he winks, he flaunts,
while smarter girls are thinking, "please, he
is epitome of

cheesy."




The thirty-second love song

The flowers, flowers - always flowers! Here and there and plucked and bright.
Tomorrow she will not remember what you gave to scent tonight.
So spare the blooms - it's only right.

The kisses, kisses - all these kisses! Given freely, sweet and sought.
Tomorrow she will not remember tender thoughts your kisses bought.
So spare your lips - she loves you not.

The waiting, waiting - we're all waiting. Love exists, but can't be seen.
Can't be given, traded, taught - Love's single gift is to redeem.
As our longings slip between.




Dust

A thousand years is all I ask to turn me into dust;
then let me dream that nothing dream,
swept off beneath the slightest gust.

I'll gently show the wear of Time - I'll be its outer skin,
and coat the secret memories
where dust is all that Time lets in.

I fear I'll meet Time yet again - in places where we curled.
I will not land, but take my turn
and finally embrace the world.




Fuck it all, the man is gone

Fuck it all, the man is gone.
He's left me now; he's left for good.
Without 'goodbye' or 'go to hell'
to leave me broken. Just as well -
I understood.

Fuck it all, I'm all alone.
I don't want you. Don't want your friends.
Don't want advice, you foolish bore.
Just let me cry the tears girls store
for when it ends.

Fuck it all, I knew it'd come.
I felt the pangs and saw the strain.
So life goes on, as does regret -
but still I hope he may forget
the notch he'll gain.

Fuck it all, I can't move on.
I must move on.
The man is gone.




Muted

She descends like the night and lies muted and still.
As harmless as night and as filled with its threat,
With a wing for the wind and an eye for the kill,
Time hovers in her silhouette.




Picture a Knight

Picture a knight while aflight - dead of night -
With his steed saddled tight,
Moonlight bright
(but how trite),
It's my point just to say that he galloped from sight.

Now picture his lady, while in midnight's shade he
Had laid, even prayed, in her heart's candlelight.
She awoke to the empty, his bedsheets unkempt - we
All know that he's riding as hard as one might.
A woman's worst fright - was it wrong? Was it right?
But his country had called
(and these things can't be stalled),
And this knight is a man - and a man has to fight.
So I ask you to picture a knight while aflight.

Now picture the war and the blight and the gore
And our knight with a sword but with little else more.
For he trusts that the day they all stem the war's bite
The sweet rustling of hems will have paused by the door
That his steed
Saddled tight
(on that cold, sullen night)
Stole him from for the flight that seemed ages before.

Picture a knight who could miss nothing more
And who fights for the right to return to that door.
To live on as he must in a world calm and just
With the lady who made
Leaving home's midnight shade
The worst part of the battle and the best part of trust.




Time and agin

A lighter pen would write Love in -
would seal it up in black and white
and never question why the nights
have left no clue to where its been.

A finer face would just forgive,
without the turmoil left behind.
A tyrant would respond in kind.
A lover would refuse to live.

A poet writes, an artist fumes.
Yet while Love still remains my muse,
I have to write around the bruise,
retracing steps to emtpy rooms.

Can true love end? Thank goodness not.
So life moves on, time and again.
Despite the words and acts of men,
my own, it seems, is all I've got.




Weathered dress

This weathered dress would like to dance:
This simple self I wore for you.
It's aching for the 'seven, eight'
Of dipping back and standing straight -
The swirls and spins that you'd entrance.
Familiar hems have lacked the chance
To flare and flow like we would do.

This weathered dress was put away:
This simple self I wore for you.
It's been unwelcome garb of late
In circles where the tune is hate.
And, while I've managed not to stray
From steps that I learned yesterday,
This weathered dress would like to dance,
And it prefers to dance like new.
I'd better drop the other shoe.




Red Bear

You have to see his doe-eyed look
to really understand my bear.
He's hard-blush red and growing old
but none the worse for gentle wear.
He's undisputed bed-top king -
those warm black eyes and knowing stare.

You have to know the weathered seams
I hold against me while I sleep.
He's tailor-suited for my hold -
he's sewn contentment that I reap.
The undisputed bed-top king -
those warm balck eyes and stares I keep.




Postcards

Meaning well, they've sent these postcards:
Pictures, words - unmeaning, bare.
If they'd only send me sunscreen -
I'd inhale it and be there.




Paper Skin

Be gentle with this paper skin -
these tender lines hold all I think
and keep my paper heart locked in
until it bleeds its pain in ink.

Be gentle with this paper skin -
It wasn't meant to stand abuse.
It's finely pounded, spread and thin:
a paper shell without a fuse.




Multiply

Take each petal fallen down
from withered hearts left on the ground
and multiply by smiling tears
to find my soul's true age in years.

Take a promise -
only one -
and count the laces left undone,
then multiply by me and you
to find the odds we'll make it through.

Tempt my temper with your grace
while there's still lipstick on your face,
and multiply each pause we've shared
by smiles out-stared,
by hopes impaired,
by every hair left out of place,
to find how much I truly cared.

Then tell me how we might have fared.
